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twenty family pews at once I might have them. The
clerk, a brisk young man (how does he come here?),
glances at me knowingly, as who should say, " You
have done it now! you must stop." Organ plays.
Organ-loft is in a small gallery across the church;
gallery congregation, two girls. I wonder within
myself what will happen when we are required to
sing.

There is a pale heap of books in the corner of my
pew, and while the organ, which is hoarse and sleepy,
plays in such fashion that I can hear more of the
rusty working of the stops than of any music, I look
at the books, which are mostly bound in faded baize
and stuff. They belonged in 1754 to the Dowgate
family; and who were they? Jane Comport must
have 'married Young Dowgate, and come into the
family that way; Young Dowgate was courting Jane
Comport when he gave her her prayer-book, and
recorded the presentation in the fly-leaf; if Jane were
fond of Young Dowgate, why did she die and leave
the book here? Perhaps at the rickety altar, and
before the damp Commandments, she, Comport, had
taken him, Dowgate, in a flush of youthful hope and
joy, and perhaps it had not turned out in the long
run as great a success as was expected? -

The opening of the service recalls my wandering
thoughts. I then find, to my astonishment, that I
have been, and still am, taking a strong kind of
invisible snuff, up my nose, into my eyes, and down
my throat. I wink, sneeze, and cough. The clerk
sneezes; the clergyman winks; the unseen organist
sneezes and coughs (and probably winks); all our
little party wink, sneeze, and cough. The snuff seems
to be made of the decay of matting, wood, cloth,
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